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NOTE 

The Early Poems date from about 1888— 1892. Of the 
others, one (No. 15) was written in 1894, the rest since 1898. 
Nos. I, 4y 5, 6, and 16 have appeared in the ^ Oxford Maga- 
zine;" No. 4 was reprinted in "Primavera" (Blackwell, 
Oxford, 1890); Nos. i and 5 in "More Echoes from the 
Oxford Magazine" (Frowde, London, 1896). No. 28 has 
appeared in the ''Trinity College Mission Magazine" and 
No. 19 in the "Essex County Chronicle." The Author thanks 
those who have allowed him to reproduce them. 
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TITANIA 

" Yon sun red-dipping see ! 

So sets our sway," said she, 

"Yet think of me!" 

There in the glooming wood, 

fiike a child's dream she stood, 

Dream only good. 

" And oh," she sighed, " those mad midsummer nights 

With birds to sing sweet measures, stars for lights. 

And joys as many as our fancies' flights j 

Yet all alike must go, God wills it so !'* 

** Yon moon a-waning see 1 
So wane my spells," said she, 
"Yet think of me!" 
There in my dreams, she strayed 
Thro' wood and dew-fresh glade, 
Moonlight and shade. 

B— 2 
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" And oh," she said, " those nights when I might glide 
To poets' pillows, and their fancies guide 
Out of the paths of human lust and pride I 
Now no men's dreams I fill, such is God's will ! " 

Yet when stars a-shining be. 
Lost queen of fantasy ! 
Soft Cometh she, 

Rose-tired her golden head, \ 

Starlight about her shed. 
Sighs o'er my bed. 

For shq, fair lady, hath my love and so 
May to my sleep her dainty splendours show, 
And when that longer sleep ensues, I know, 
Where all the ages meet we two shall greet, at God's 
own Feet ! 
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FOUND 

To dream of loves unseen is sweet enow, 
But to have seen and then to dream is heaven ! 
For thus our eyes a grove by daylight sow 
Wherein our dreams may build their nests at even, 
And so are hatched high hopes and lovely lines, 
While we've one star that in all weathers shines. 

Songs have I read, and deemed their passions cold. 
Because their singers owned, I lacked a star. 
But lo ! mine ears are free, their bells of gold. 
Moulded in other years and lands afar. 
Ring out to me a yet articulate chime, 
For lovers use one language for all time. 

Of flowers of other ages would I read, 
And muse upon them full of doubt, and fear 
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That if such blossoms ever bloomed indeed 
And were to human hearts so very dear, 
They were at least cut ofF and left no sign, 
Yet have I found an heiress of their line ! 

Yes, I have found thee, and no longer now 
Seems song a mirage, or romance a dream ; 
Sing out, sweet birds, sing out from every bough I 
Sing out sweet poets ! since her eyes redeem 
Your wildest strains from censure of the cold. 
Who know not yet the age is one of gold. 

And I will sing, altho' I am not he 

Whom thou hast deemed best worthy of thy grace,- 

Heart of thy heart and all in all to thee. 

Thanks be to God that I have seen thy face ! 

A goal of bliss before my song is set, 

Altho' its consummation comes not yet ! 
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IN PRAISE OF WINTER 

I 

Frost be hrl avaunt thee snow ; 
For here the best of flowers do grow. 
This little patch of painted earth 

O never wrong it ! 
May June that gave its golden worth 

But prolong it I 

Leaves do parch, and flowers do fade, 
Such havoc have the slow hours made ; 
Smirched holly-hock and blackening rose 

What shall amend them? ^ : . 
If Autumn cannot stay their wiDCi, ? 

Let Winter end them ! 
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O frost so cruel in thy might ! 

O snow as dumb and dread as night ! 

Ye shall to each dead stem recall 

(Who would have deemed it ?) 
The light and sweetness virginal. 

That best beseemed it. 

II 

Hours stand still ! and Time be stone I 

For my Flow*r is fully blown. 

See her flushed and fairy face 

Nought it needeth ; 

Such highest tide of sea-foam grace 

But recedeth ! 

Ah ! the iris beauties lost 

To the grey and wolf-&nged frost ! 

What shall the fleecy gold reclaim i 

Not Argo's sailing. 

What shall tempt back the Day-Dawn's flame ? 

Not nights of wailing. 
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O frosty death, O snowy sleep, 

Ye best can Beauties changeless keep 

(Maids with Elizabethan frill 

Fresh-iaced from Maying, 

And powdered queens all young-eyed still 

In silk arraying). 

Keep her, — ^my golden Daffodil, — 

Fresh from Time's fraying. 

When Time (being dead) may no more threat their bliss, 

Each ye shall render to her lover's kiss ! 
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UNDINES OF DIVERSE DAYS 



The cjrcs of heaven were on her bent 

In a rapture of loving wonderment ; 

As her song with the nightingale's was blent : 

And one yearned for a love, and one sigh'd for a soul ! 

Moonlight and starlight alike seemed cold. 
As their silver glanced on her locks of gold; 
And the dream on her iace was a dream of old, 
Whose sorrow no sunrise might smile away. 

I read her yearning and weary smile, 

As her song rang sadder and sadder the while. 

With its weird refrain of a magic isle, 

Where some might have rest but never might she. 
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She, the darling of Sky and Stream, 
She was but as wind, or as wave, or as dream 
To play for a while in life's glory and gleam. 
But what would be left at the end of the day ? 



II 

The sun smiles down upon her distress 
With a tyrant smile most pitiless, 
As she stitches away in her tatter'd dress. 
With a song on her lips that sinks in a sigh. 

Yet scorning her dusty window pane. 

For all his pride in love he is fain 

Soft gold on her golden hair to rain, 

But no sunlight may soften that soulless stare. 

I read her yearning and weary sigh. 
And the eyes that would be but are not dry ; 
And I catch the voice of that voiceless cry 
For a moment to rest, for a moment to weep. 
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She, the darling of Want and Woe, 
Why was she sent, save to work and to go 
With feet that will ever more weary grow ? 
Whither ? She has not a moment to care ! 

The Undine of olden days, I read. 
By the love of a soul from her trammels was freed : 
Knows there another such dolorous need ? 
Then on the earth lingers yet such a soul. 
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"LES BELLES ROSES SANS MERCIE" 

A.D. 1465 

" O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! 

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither ! ** 

King Henry VL, Part III., Act iu, Sc. $. 

Heigh ! brother mine, art a-waking or a-sleeping ? 
Mind'st that meny moon of roses a many summers fled ? 
Mind'st thou the green and the dancing and the leaping ? 
Mind'st thou the haycocks and the moon above them 

creeping? 
Mind'st thou how soft were the pillows of our heaping ? 
Mind'st thou our dole when the merry day was sped ? 
I do mind how every night 
Thou would'st pull me roses white, 
Ancient sign of armed line, argent rose on verdant bough* 
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Heigh ! sweetheart mine art a-waking or a-sleeping ? 

Seest again the roses that blossomed long ago ? 

Seest again the garden with its paths so still and shady ? 

Seest again the dew lie as beads for night's white ladye ? 

Seest thou aught else but the blue eyne of thy maidie ? 

Seest thou their brimming in their pity of thy woe ? 

Sweet, I see thee offer up 

Roses red as wine in cup. 

Such befit (thou sayest it) golden head and Uly brow ! 

Heigh ho ! ye twain, that should wake in lieu of sleeping ! 
Rue ye that rose-time when the roses all were reft? 
Ruest thou, sweet heart, that the favour red thou worest ? 
Ruest thou, my brother, that the badge of snow thou 

borest ? 
Rue ye that noon when the fight flashed thro' the forest ? 
Rue ye the maid's tears so life-long lonely left? 
Rose of white and rose of red, 
That did each one claim her dead, 
Twining be at amity round about my window now ! 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



IS 



PERDITA 

She is borne down the current of her tears 

A dolorous dream doomed from men's sight to pass, 

Nor stands there any by to mourn " Alas,'* 

No fire of love her gaping heart wound sears, 

No charm of feature or of voice endears. 

This was no perfumed flower, but only grass 

That every wall and mouldering housetop has, 

For such no harvester but Death appears ! 

Shall I forget her ? Easier to forget 

The death-drowsed eyelids of a Juliet, — 

Than yon poor jade's face patient of her pain ! 

Behold ! Death's seal upon its tears is set. 

Calmly it pleads — " Weep not the dead, 'twere vain, 

But from like death save those that yet remain," 
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MY SLEEP SONG 

Sundown to sunrise here 

The lamps flare lurid yellow, 
Thro' closed lids I could see them clear, 

Shall Light be Sleep's bedfellow? 

Sundown to sunrise there 

The peace of night is found, 
Moonlit, my ev'ry dream were fair, 

Moonless, my sleep were sound. 

Lay me where men that change 

Come not as strangers nigh, 
BirdS) beasts, and flow'rs will never be strange^ 

Nor the (ace of the open sky I 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



17 



JILT FORTUNE JILTED 

These be baubles all mine own, 
All to fit my fancy gilted, 

None FU change to fit your own, 
I that have jilt Fortune jilted. 

These be measures all mine own, 
E*en as my lips love them lilted, 

I'll not tune them to your tone, 
I that have jilt Fortune jilted. 

Shall my song win showers of stone ? 

Or with dews of gold be gilted i 
Think not I will grin or groan, 

I that have jilt Fortune jilted ! 
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THE AGE OF ALL THE AGES 

If lilies flowVed ere daffodils had faded. 

How rich a Spring ! 
Red apples by their own flush'd blossoms shaded. 

How fair a thing ! 
Glad were the Autumn of the cuckoo's crying, 

Gay were the Winter if the lark would sing 
When all the winds are sighing ! 

When in the bonfire of their doom are burning 

Old Time and Space, 
No more shall earlier flowVs the late flow'rs spurning 

Round the years race ! 
Nor jealous days divide our joys, but bring them 

To share them out where all the months embrace 
With all the birds to sing them ! 
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BIRDS AND DAYS 

Brown birds all alike 
That peck at one another^ 
Little harsh-voiced sparrow broods 
That chirp and fly away^ 
God alone He knows you 
Each one from the other. 
Trims a twig in Paradise 
Where each shall sing one day. 

All my drab harsh da)^ 
As sparrows I forget them. 
Yet 'tis good that God 
Forgets not any one. 
Finds hereafter music 
Whcreunto to set them, 
Praises here their clearest chirps; 
And feathers finest spun. 
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Look, among the sparrows 
Hops a robin, cheering 
All the dull brown crowd 
With stain*d breast and with song ; 
Days I have like robins 
Sweet and scarce appearing, 
O the brave heart's red of them 
That helps my life along I 
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SPRING SONGS 



A SNATCH 

Are these the flowers Narcissus knew? 
Are these the birds that Echo mocked ? 
In yon green leaves was Daphne frocked 
When in her wake the sun-god flew ? 
Is ours some old Spring newly blown, 
Or all our own ? Or all our own ? 

I know but this — *Tis lent, not given.— 
Lent but to last two lovers' time 
Are thrush's tumult, cuckoo's chime, 
And flowers in hurrying pageant driven ! 
Then drain each sound, and suck each scent,- 
That is but lent, that is but lent I / 
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II 

CROCUS FLOWERS 

Kindled how I know not 
Through the cold weeks past, 

Forth she spouts their cores of flame- 
Crocuses at last ! 

Close somewhere to her fierjr heart 
She hugged them, Mother Earth, 

The frosts that gnawed her to the bone 
Gnashed idly at their birth I 

What if now to-morrow 

Wind and rain conspire, 
Flog it down and drench it out 

Each brave jet of fire 1 
Told is the tale she had to tell 

Her signal to the sun — 
" My secret heart is all for May, 

Though March be scarce begun !** 
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III 

ENTER ELIZABETH 

Toss'd her hair in dark distress, 

Sleety winds that raved and mourned, 

Rich in punish'd loveliness, 

Have left the cheeks they whipt and scorned. 

Her laughing face looks well content 

To bear such pretty punishment ! 

On my scene she stepped to-day 

With a wind-flow'r flaming red 
At her throat, and gown of grey. 

Her child's eyes big with love unsaid* 
Spring has taught it her by heart. 
All the April of her part ! 
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ST. GEORGE'S DAY (April 23RD) 

Virgin green of Spring-fields but a morrow lasting ! 

Silken plum-tree blossoms, O so swift to fell ! 
England for this feast a winter has been festing, — 

Day so full of springing life that fears not death at all ! 

April crowned with blackthorn! None but England 
knows her I 

Dying girlish mother, her buds the flow*rs for May ! 
In her eyes laughs England's hero self, and shows her — 

Best of all the months to bring us England's Day ! 
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A NIGHT SONG 

Multitudes and multitudes 
Of stars a-burning bright, 
And every star a gusty world 
Where Love's a guttering light ! 
And every wind a vexing wind 
Within a world of spite, 
Yet Love is Love, and Love's afire 
In both our hearts to-night ! 

As lanterns locked our two hearts fence 
Twin precious sparks about ; 
Love's fire is in, and all the winds 
Of all the worlds without ! 
We doubted in this maze of worlds 
If Love could find us out, 
I trow his kiss is deeper bliss. 
The deeper was our doubt ! 
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AN AUTUMN SONG 

Well-a-day the scarlet of the beech f 

Well-a-day the sunset's misty red ! 
There the laughing summer-time slipped beyond our 

reach, 
There our last and dearest day we kissed and laid 

a-bed! 

Tingle of the frost came with the night, 
Withering flow'rs of sunset strewed the sky, 

Death and Hope kissed sadly in the yellow autumn light. 
Gasped our pretty childish day awhile and could not 
diel 

Well-a-day the old days* feces sweet ! 

Well-a-day so many and so kind ! 
Dead were all the others as the leaves beneath our feet. 

Little day, you died at last, and left no heir behind. 
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FLOS FLORUM 



When a bunch of flow'rs you pull 

All of them of scents so full. 

All of them of colours sunny, 

Roses, pinks, and all the rest. 

One flow'r*s looks will please you best. 

One flowV breathe you sweetest honey ! 

I have seen a many faces 

Full of sweet airs and soft graces. 

But as yours I liked not one ! 

Leaf-light locks, half dusk, half gold 

Do that face's rose enfold, 

Face's rose that sucks the sun ! 

Tho' your hands grow coarse and stain. 
Working in the wind and rain. 
Them I'd kiss in worship meet ! 
Sheltered girls may statelier grow, 
Give to me the glint and glow 
Of your face so country sweet ! 
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SLEEPING BEAUTY 

You that fere to Oxford, tell me what you find. 
"Greyest courts and flowViest gardens, streams that 

silver wind, 
Sweet-briar hedge of Yesterdays, — ^To-day's Rose sleeps 

behind!" 

You that go from Oxford, tell me what goes too. 

" All the woman's soul of her a wandering son to woo ; 

Not until you go from her will she come to you." 

Folded is her body in a faerie rest. 

Whilst her dreams for banished men go seeking east and 

west; 
Till their dreams come back at call to find their mother's 

breast ! 
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THE RED MADRIGAL 



No blue and silver night for me, 
Her stars they are too white for me ! 

Her skies flush pink, flush almost red with morn ! 
Show me no skies of amber, 
Save those where roses clamber, — 

The red-rose clouds in times of sunset born ! 

Pale cowslips of the Spring be yours, 
May-boughs that snowy swing be yours ; 

Be mine, be mine all crimsons June can send ! 
No green for me be tying. 
But beech-leaves shed and dying. 

Red-russet windfalls of the Autumn's end ! 

Sanguine 's the only wear for me, 

For Kate's the only fair for me f 
Her lips, her lips of love-lies-bleeding red ! 

Kate with her sunrise flushes, 

And cloudy sunset blushes, 
And glory as of stained leaves round her head ! 
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A CRADLE SONG 
(To Our Lady) 
Mother, that seekest the straying. 
Mother, my little Iamb laying 
Safe in the arms of thy Son* 
Fashion her Fair for her wife's time, 
Hold thou her hand all her life's time. 
Close thou her eyes when it's done ! 

Make thou her lips as thy may sweet. 
Mother that slept on the hay sweet, 

Give her the love of the poor ! 
Teach her to pass never blindly 
Christ thine own Child, that so kindly 

Waits her at each cottage door f 

Teach her how best she may love Him, 
Christ, who left Heavens above Him^ 

Probing the deep of our woe ! 
Teach her the scorn of her station. 
Teach her her God's adoration, 

Born in a manger below I 
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THE VAGRANTS' CAROL 

God, whose love at Christmas on our lost world smiled, 
Speed the tired child travellers through this winter wild, 
He at Thy Right Hand in Heaven was an outcast's Child. 

Jesus, Thou that hadst not where to lay Thy Head, 
Ciare for these that wander, sheep unshepherded. 
Count each needless step men send them, homeless and 
unfed ! 

Mary, once so weary in thy woman's need, 
Mary, pity women, pray for feet that bleed, 
For the stains of these girl-mothers stainless intercede ! 

John and James, that hungry plucked and rubbed the 

wheat. 
Begging bread and shelter in each village street, 
Fiend! far these that shake our dust from off their blood- 
raw Feet! 
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Christ, it 15 Thy Birthday, cold the winds to-day, 

Rise and shine the sterner cold of Christian hearts 

away, 
Thou the Vagrant-Mother's Child she cradled in the 

hay. 
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HOLY POVERTY 

Crowning Life so over-wise, 
You have hid his tender eyes. 
Dressing Life so over-fine, 
You have starched his grace Divine. 
Ease his brows of irking crown. 
He has smiles for all the town. 
DofF his cloak, and let him run, 
He will lead where shines the sun. 
Loose his mufflings, you shall prove^ 
Life's bare lips are lips of love* 
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TO THE BRAVE MEMORY OF J. S. 

I THINK that all life's many dusty ways 

Are marked with wayside crosses ; — stark and bare 
The cross confronts us in all joy and care. 

Aims and ambitions, contumely and praise. 

There are no travelling paths, no travelling days 
That men with God or with their fellows share, 
But bring them to some cross decisive, where 

Or Love must hang, or he who Love obeys. 

We make our choice at every cross in turn. 

Which shall be sacrificed, my God or I ? 

My friend or self, which shall I crucify ? 
When we remembering cowards with shame shall burn, 

You will remember, hero friend, on high, 
Crosses you suffered, Love you did not spurn. 
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ON THE GRAVES OF A WAR 

Unhappy they that know not where to seek 
That fill of bread for which their children plead ! 
Blame not too harshly that poor mother's need. 

Who puts to bed her boys with hunger weak. 

Nor has a better answer when they speak 

Than this, — " God feed you, for I cannot feed ;" 
And though her heart must still remembering bleed, 

Folds idle hands in resignation meek. 

How can you feed these children older grown, 
Earth'Mother, that rejeft all simpler fare. 

Hungry for grapes from thorns their hands have sown, 
Sick for ambitions vain and honours bare ? 
In pitying love their narrow beds prepare. 

And pray their Father that He feed His own. 
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HOSEA 

Kind prophet, with the heart's sob in thy voice. 
Did Ephraim turn at last ? and let thee bless. 
Who in thy cursing didst not love him less 

For all he would not choose that wiser choice? 

I see thy patient eyes one day rejoice. 

That long have waited in their weariness ; 
When he that shapes a god to his distress 

For pity of thy prayer his work destroys. 

Alas ! for clouds returning after rain. 

Thy head is bowed. They sin yet more and more,- 
Until Samaria's streets are dark with gore, 

With shame of ripped-up wives and children slain. 
Thy voice's sob is hushed that woe before. 

Thy heart must break because that voice was vain ! 
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FAITH'S OUTLOOK 

Doubt speaks — " A sunset where the sun bleeds fast, 

Even as it was of old it is to-day. 

The altar stands, the worship ebbs away, 
The creed is dying, though the name may last 
Another hundred years. Regard the past 

And mark those elder gods in their decay. — 

Red dawn, full noon, fierce sunset, twilight grey, 
A lot as theirs the lot of Christ is cast." 

Faith answers — " Nay, lair-weather gods they were. 
That reigned their day, and with its sunshine died. 

Was not my Lord worst served by worldly glare ? 
The Jiight falls fast. The world has left His side. 
But stronger yet shall grow the Crucified 

When, all that follow Him His cross shall bear." 
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SCHOOLS OF POETRY 

Phcebus, high-priest of narrow cults of song, 
I love you not so well as simple Pan, 
Who learns his cadences where west winds fan 

The yellowing reeds, his notes most sweet and long 

From nesting nightingales and schools a throng 
Of singing shepherds, bidding every man 
Sing when his heart shall bid, the best he can. 

As birds whose artlessness does Art no wrong ! 

O happy England of Elizabeth ! 

Verses as roses clambering every bower ! 
And every lover breathing lyric breath I 
Your woods that rang then now are dumb as death, 
A few tame bullfinch bards in cages cower 
And whistle praises of Art's wintry power ! 
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EDWARD BURNE-JONES 

(In Rottingdsan Churchyard) 

God fined your blues to paint forgotten eyes, 

Strain'd pure your purples to paint robes laid by, 

Made deft your art our evening's grey to dye 

In mystic ruby-stains of earlier skies. 

God used your hand to claim what He might prize 

Of Death^s sweet debts that left the loneliest sigh, 

Till here He gave you for your own to lie, — 

One memory more among dear memories. 

For you that painted Him each fair dead hce 

God now His colours and His brush takes down, 

And with soft pansy velvets, rose and brown. 

Mauve, white, and gold, spreads o*er your sleeping-place. 

God send your soul's dim vigil-nights for crown 

That still red dawn your fingers loved to trace ! 
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CHRIST IN THE WILDERNESS. 

(" And was with the wild beasts."— 5*/. Mark i. i.|.) 

The Serpent hissed no more. As doves in air 
Hovering, Christ's Angels took Him to their care. 
He slept. They watched in gentle-eyed content. 
Over the hills and through the caves there went 
The news to hush them. Velvet-footed stole 
Christ's fond shy friends from burrow and from hole 
To watch His folded Hands and peaceful Face. 
Silent, but full of eyes was all the place. 
Those arching wings that did the Sleeper shade 
The sun a score of airy rainbows made. 
It seemed all breathing creatures held their breath 
In deep and happy calm that was not death : 
Dumbness all clefts and windy hollows filled, 
Kept was that truce of tongues the Angels willed 
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One holy hour's space. Then at last there strayed 
An uncouth melody of pipes soft-splayed 
Into the glen, and broke the silence pent. 
Christ's Eyes unclosed. He seemed to list intent 
The Pan-pipe's wail that came so sad and low, 
His starry Eyes shone with a troubled glow. 
He sighed, and bade His Angels' ministry, — 
'^ Suffer that wistful &un to come to me I " 

Would I could te{l how shyly graceful crept 
A forest god to kiss Christ's Feet and wept. 
Lithe as ash boughs his linibs and robed with green, 
His crowning flow'rs shook down their dewy sheen. 
His deep bro^n eyes the thousand fears could tell 
Of woodland things, and all their love as well. 
For Godj-^rlovc clev as Hesiven, of men,-^f<0irs dim as 
h©lll 

^ Friend," s^\4 Owr Lord, " how sweet thy fingers play, 
And yet more sadly than men'i words can say, 
Tell me thy sorrpwsr'- 
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** Lord," the faun replied, 
** Sad IS our nature, but Apollo's pride 
Has made us fauns go doubly sad for sting 
Of piping scorned we hold an holy thing/* 

** Is it so base my music ?^ sighed the faun, 

*^ It seemed to me the thrushes of the mom 

Sang in it silver-fresh, and sweetly true, 

It seemed to me all things the forest knew 

Of sad were there, each hunted creature's cry, 

The little sob it breathes before it die ; 

Warbles or whinnies love-crazed Spring will stir 

In any throat of feather or of fiir, — 

Throbbed in my pipes I thought, and every reed 

Dripped as a cell in comb of bees, that feed 

On fiery heather flow'rs, with honey sweet indeed I " 

" Fair friend," said Christ, " Meseemed your pipes to-day 
Full of wood-honey. Softly, sweetly play I 
And so articulate the dumb wood's song 

For God who made and there has set you long 

B 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



so 

Till dawns the day He will not have it so I 
Can Phoebus play those pipes he scorneth ?" 

«No.'' 
Replied the iaun, and sobbed within Christ's Ear 
Apollo's scorn of all that fauns held dear. 
He told how Marsyas* flute made melodies 
Wild as the Autumn wind among the trees, 
And sweet as Spring, how Phoebus grudged to tell 
That those were songs he could not play so well, 
How venal muses granted with a sigh 
That earthy heretic of song must die. 
And how when Pan avenged his murdered son 
With pipes that wove all strands of earth in one. 
And Midas judged their skill more sweet that day 
Than aught Apollo's blood-stained hands could play, — » 
How then his judgment scorned as folly fond 
Apollo, and denied appeal beyond. 

" Thou art not as Apollo !'* sobbed the faun, 
^Horned beasts stood by when Thou on earth wert 
born, 
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Shepherds were called to Thee that self-^me night,— 
Nor man nor brute Thou spurnest in Thjr might ! 
Does all to art ? To nature nought belong ? 
Is no song worthy save Apollo*s song ? 
Is there no other judge himself beside ? 
Is song too narrow for this world so wide ? 

Alas!" 
That hopeless word the rocks caught up and cried. 
" Be of good cheer," said Christ, " there is appeal 
Beyond Apollo's scorn, and flaying steel. 
Ye poor proud fauns ! how humble, sweet, and true 
Your music went the woods and sheep-folds through ! 
Did not it leave its own wild self behind 
When to the Muses' court it came so blind. 
And he who sang men's every hope and dream. 
Whose soul was unto yours as sea to stream, 
Outsang you i 

Gentle friend, be comforted. 
Pipe good-will back, whatever envious dread 
Makes harsh the music of that lyrist's hand. 
Whose heavenly ardours kindle every land. 

E— 2 
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Be sure,^^of forests and of flowers s^nd dew 

For all his skill he cannot sing as you ; 

I charge you sing of these, ^d ere jou go 

From out earth's woods when God will have it so^ 

Teach to the esurth your earth-engendered song, 

Which happy pastoral souls shall love as long 

As there are woods, and Spring to paipt them green. 

Sad is tliat curse, wherebry ApolIo*s spleen 
Shall haunt his muslc*s heirs from day to day 
In t;>a$e contemning of your sylvan lay ! 
Sad is that curse \ " 

« Give but Thy Blessing, Lord I'' 
Low knelt the faun. There came with one accord 
Shrill eager birds with gentle drooping flighty 
And furry creatures with a dumb delight, 
And there, His Hand upraised, Christ blessed them ally 
Bade them rejoice, no smallest bird could fall 
From earthly joys through chance or cruelty 
Whose fiJl His Father's Love would not foresee. 
And there He told— (No Mark*s or Miatthcw's pen 
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Has saved that Promise, as remote from men,— 
Yet what Christ told the Christmas robins sing.) 
How God to everlasting fruit will bring 
All earthy fiiirness that the forests know, 
Accounting those as high, men reckon low ! 
In humble hope they heard. He blessed and bade them 
go- 
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TRINITY GARDENS AT OXFORD 

[O Eternity, surely a trinity of our times— yesterday, to-day, 
and to-morrow — shall help to make your unity perfect !] 

Fair are you now, O college garden, 
Green your limes flash to the finger of Spring, 
Fairer the garden that I remember. 
Gayer the birds in my dream that sing. 

Dear green garden so true to my treading, 
Dim grey garden of ten years gone. 
Fresh rose garden of years far onward, 
Who will give mc the three in one ? 

None of the three gives heart's ease wholly, 
Dim grey friend how I long and lack. 
Hearts beat higher, and eyes saw further. 
Setting the time now a ten-years back* 
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Dear green frien<], would I have you other, 
You that are mine for at least to-day ? 
Good are your lawns and green your branches, 
Good and green if not rose or grey. 

Fresh rose garden of years far forward, 
England a merrier England then. 
Best of gardens, I dream you better, 
Tho* I know not the how or when. 

Heart that would nest in the kind grey shadow, 
Heart that would bask on the sunny green. 
Heart that would hover to kiss the sunrise, 
Where is your ease to be sought or seen ? 

Only, heart, in the Light Eternal, 

When hours divided are over and gone, 

When twilight and sunshine and rose of the day's break 

Meet in an Hour that is three in one. 
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AT A SHRINE OF ST. VINCENT DE PAUL 

Herein is Love ! no quivered Archer, kind 
To rich and young and maidens fair of fiice, 
Seeking his friends for alL he was so blind 
Only with proud sweet eyes and limbs of grace^ 
No white adored marble crowns this place 
Where we beseech for Love's beseeching might. 
But carved in honest wood a homely friend 
Smiles on our needs, our cares, our age's rust^ 
Gives to our sore hearts breaking hearts to mend^ 
Folds to his breast the babes of his delight ! 
Was ever dust more kind to fellow dust ? 

Herein is Love, that gives its aJl,^ its alL 
O gardener kind from slopes of Paradise, — 
Where soiils as roses blow and cannot fall 
And ever keep their odours and their dyes> — 
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How didst thou strain thy worn and weary eyes 
0*er little frost-parched buds God gave thee here 
To foster into bloom, and now hast care 
That we be true to thy bequeathed trust, 
Bidding us love those blossoms as most fair 
Want has worst pinched, sin's shadow left most sere I 
Was ever dust more fond to fellow dust ? 

Herein is Lovel O swineherd of the plain. 
Shepherd of Paris, from God's mount let fall 
Upon me tender eyes, and teach me gain 
Is nought, and birth is nought, and love is All, — 
The love that cares for every creature's call. 
O thou that caredst for each brute's dull face 
In all thy drove, and for one convidt's moan 
Would'st leave a ninety-nine of burghers just. 
Pray for my heart and all poor hearts of stone. 
That we may render grace for Jesu's grace^ 
And love as thou didst love our fellow dust. 
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NOT BY BREAD ALONE 



Nothing but trees, bare hard shapes, shades most cold. 
No green roads hung with haunted tapestries 
That followed through might lead to secrets old, 
Earth-gendered fauns in leafy palaces. 

Nothing but waves, sleek glitter, shallow (bam, 
No deep down reaching to a deep below 
Where the rich scattered floor the dim shapes roam, 
Pass and repass in eddying ebb and flow. 

Nothing but lines, a pifture hard as steel, 
With no pledge shown of unforgotten pain 
In happy eyes, no promise to reveal 
In yearning eyes of yearning not in vain. 

Calm cold verse, circumscribed by human things, 
No lightning flash to show God's Face in skies, 
No star gleam to discover Angel's wings. 
No wind to blow our way from Paradise. 
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Verily we must dream or we must die 
To that which once we deemed our nobler mood, 
Keep one bank where a faery queen may lie, 
Keep Heaven effulgent with one Angel good. 



II 

Dreams of the grime of the river. 

Dreams of the smoke of the city. 

See their hurt wings drop blood, but they spread out for 

Heaven so wide, 
Dreams struggling out towards Hope^ 
Dreams struggling up towards Pity, 
Hovering o'er coarse coloured prints of a Crucified, 
Nesting in crazy-built hymns mortar-bound with His love. 

Over the poor black town as larks in the sky above 
They sing, and they sing, and they sing out into that 

gold-gay East, 
Where God of His dew and His flowers 
Makes ready May-morning's feast! 
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LONDON'S LITANY OF THE SAINTS 

Saints in bliss pray for men in sorrow ! 
Brothers look back from your golden morrow 
On our To-Day in London city. 
Sisters look back from your Town of Pity, 
Pray for our want, Brothers prosperous. 
Virgins, whose love is a lily-flow'r. 
Pray for our maids in their evil hour. 
Martyrs, with whom Christ trod the flame, 
Pray for men coming the way ye came. 
Brothers and Sisters all, pray for us ! 

The Blessed Virgin 

Pray for the women, kicked and burned. 
Sold and paid for, outraged, spurned, 
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Tired and pairtted, drenched in gin, 
Up to their necks in shame and sin< 
Star of our shipwreck dolorous! 
Pray for dim eyes paying labour's toll, 
Pray for each mother's sword-pierced soul. 
That watches a child $ink slow to grave, 
Whom a few poor pieces of silver might save, 
Mother of Jesus, ppay for us, 

St. Joseph 

Pray for the men who loaf and lie, 

Pray for the men wjio curse and die. 

Pray for the men who sleep in the cold, 

Pray for God's Image, bought cheap and told, 

Patron of men necessitous I 

Pray for the priests of London town. 

And the Herods that hunt her innocents down, 

And the men that crowd the bar and table 

And spurn the girl-mother into the stable, 

Joseph of Bethlehem, pray for us I 
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St. Agnesy Child Martyr 

Pray for these lambs that bleat to thee, 

Agnes in Fold of Felicity, 

Pray that the Angels of God may aid 

OiFal-fed lad and gin-suckled maid. 

Blinding their tempters venomous. 

Pray that God's Lamb may round them throw 

As round thy childhood a robe of snow. 

And if it please Him thro' fever or pain 

Call them unspotted by darker stain, 

Sister of purity, pray for us I 

St. Dorothy y Sender of Flowers 

Pray for these children that want for flow'rs. 

Elder Sister in Paradise bow'rs, 

Dorothy listen — Christ's little ones crave thee. 

Mid-winter flow'rs of old God gave thee 

Out of the Angels' garden verdurous, 

Pray, our Sister, for Jesu's sake. 

Pray God His gardenless babes to make 
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Happy with handfuls of Mid-Summer roses, 
Flow'rs that fall from the rich girls* posies, 
Sister dear, Dorothy, pray for us ! 

St. Francis^ Brother to Men and Beasts 

Pray for thy brothers that sweat and stumble 
Here in the roadway's roar and rumble. 
Pray for thy brothers that drive and are driven. 
Lift thy love-gashed hands and heart love-riven. 
Brother glorious for us brothers piteous ! 
Pray, Brother Francis, for God's little sheep. 
Pray that His Angek His children keep, 
Pray for them slipping on roads of glass 
(Brother man, brother horse, and eke brother ass), 
Brother of poverty, pray for us ! 

St, yoseph of Arlmathaa and St. Nlcodemus {who were 
rich men). St. Barnabas {who was a land^owner) 
and St. Tvesy Patron of Lawyers. 

Saints of the rich men pray for your brothers, 

Ere ever the doom of Dives smothers 
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These in the worm's ire and wrath of the flame, 
Nicodemus that unto the Dead Christ came, 
Pray that these turn not too late to Lazarus, 
Joseph, whose garden took Christ without sin, 
Pray that their gardens take Christ's poor in. 
Pray that the lafwyers for poor men fight. 
Pray that the kndilords receive their sight, 
Yves and Barnabas, pray for us ! 

Jll Saints 

Brothers in gay Jerusalem city, 

Pray for London that Christ may pity, 

Yc made your hunger the fast of God, 

Ye scourged yoiu" sins out with suffering's rod, 

Now for us all to Christ be clamorous 1 

Pray for us here in death's grimy vale, 

Here where the lamps in the dim fog feil, 

Pray for us now in the years of our agony— 

That we curse not, despair not, hate not in misery. 

All Saints from Bliss look back,— and pray for us I 
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EARLY TO BED 

(E. H., Aug. itth, 1898) 

Why does God give us flow'rs we only waste? 
Why did He pluck the few bright buds He gave 
From her delighted hands with O such haste? 
Why must we dance with feet of veriest lead, , 
While this dear child He orders off to bed ? 
God called to her : how bravely did she go 
Up the dark stairs : God give us hearts as brave 
To face this weary noise and light below ! 
God's peace upon her upper room be shed I 
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ST. AGNES' EVE, 1821 

^ Here lies one whose name was writ in water." 

Grave of Keats^ at Rome. 

"Agnes' dreams, the sweetest of the year." 

The Eve of Saint Agnes. Keats. 

Agnes, thild with the pitying eyes 
For those whose love is pure as snow, 
To a grave in your Rome see a lover hies I 
Girl, a debt to his song you owe. 
Early he steals from our firelight glow. 
Closes his lids and hungering sighs. — 
" Carve on my headstone : * Here below 
One with a name writ in water lies !*^* 

Pray for his soul from earth that flies I 
Girl-Saint, care for your boy-knight's woe, 
If he keep your vigil, vouchsafe its prize,— 
A dream that is winged from love's own bow. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



67 

Bid his lady bright to his graveside go 
In pearl-net and gold-stifF draperies, 
Her shadow athwart those words to throw 
** Here one with a name writ in water lies ! " 

Bid her spread him rich feast of the wreaths Fame ties 

In his honour from flowers that tardy blow, 

Bid her wake him with lute-throb of elegies 

To the holiest love that as yet they know 

Each Agnes' Eve, until God shall show 

At last the arbours of Paradise 

(Where aches no heart, and hates no foe), 

To him who with ** name writ in water " lies ! 

Over his grave the daisies grow. 

*' Water of life!" my fond heart cries, 

*' In water of life that for ever shall flow 

Is written his name though in Rome he lies!" 



F— 2 
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THE PILGRIMAGE OF GRACE 



The Argument 

On St. Audrey's Day (Oct. 17th), 1536, a certain Convent 
of Poor Clares, in a Yorkshire forest, was seized and suppressed 
in accordance with the royal command* On that day, one 
Audrey had taken her finsd vows as a Sister of the Order. 
One of the leaders of the attack on the Convent, named Martin^ 
had long sought Audrey's hand in marriage. When she fled 
from the sack of the Convent, he pursued her into the forest ; 
but she escaped him, and he was attacked by a rabble of the 
villagers whom the Nuns had often charitably relieved, and left 
for dead in their village street. There Audrey found him and 
nursed him back to life, persuading him of her constancy to 
her vows, and inducing him to take part in that religious 
Crusade of the North Country called the Pilgrimage of Grace. 
The Poem closes with his departure for the ill-fated struggle, 
Audrey binding on his breast the Crusader's badge of the 
Five Wounds ai Our Saviour. 
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I 

The mist hangs late, — an lU-begotten morn ! 

The raw-breathed vapours in the forest rides, 

Dissemble even that the sun is born, 

And beast and bird believe those lying guides. 

Nor stir with morning, heavy peace abides 

As though night tarried, till an eager bell 

Wakes somewhere in those towers the fog-wreath hides, 

Clanging apace the truth of morn to tell 

Tin in the sombre woods the solemn echoes swell. 

II 

Soon in the heavy-hung and dim arcades 
Within those walls, the torches redly glare. 
And grey-cowled sisters pass as voiceless shades 
Across the whispering courts so vague and bare 
Into their church's bosom warm and fair. 
Where candles all with eyes of welcome shine. 
And pleasant skeins of incense mist the air. 
And silver tongues in gold accord combine. 
And sore hearts rtst assuaged by Sacrifice Divine. 
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HI 

Kind sacring bell ! that slcylark-^hrill hast told 

Thine ever-blessed news that God is come 

In endless warmth of offering for our cold 

And veering hearts ! Thou gatherest to the Home 

Of that great Bridegroom, one that shall not roam 

A bride (was ever such a happjr bride ? ) 

ITiou art her wedding-bell, the morning's gloam 

Has seen the knots of her espousals tied, 

And now her compadl seals the kiss of Him who died ! 

IV 

She kneels a bride most pure, and in her face 
Her fond soul kindles like an altar's fire. 
Whence evil things were wise to flee a space 
Lest tbej be utterly consumed in ire. 
For in her eyes the Christ of her desire 
Reigns royal apd alone as when He swept 
That Temple white from bargain and from hire. 
See to the window in the east has crept 
To look on her that sun who overlong has slept ! 
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Even as the massy doors with scrolls deep-traced 

Fling open to the sunlight, and the shrin^ 

Unbosoms all its fairness to the laced 

Wet trees and lawns with filmy patterns fine. 

Grey robes sweep forth without a word or sign, 

Restored to earth these keep the Heaven's peace, 

Another hour all tongues hold truce Divine. 

O hour with thee must blessed stillness cease ? 

Are saints for calm of prayer allowed no longer lease? 

VI 

A hurrying sound ccmies strangled through the wood ! 
The far-heard clamour grows in voice more dear, — 
Jingle of bridles, snap of boughs withstood, 
Deep-trampling steeds that ever draw more near: 
Like devil's pilgrims at the gate appear 
A score of horsemen bright with plume and sword. 
And fill those grey walls with an unnamed fear, 
Rifling the silver shrines of Saints adored, 
111 Angels ministrant of their adulterous lord. 
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VII 

Sad were the tale of that ungracious dajr, 

Xhe sour beginning' of a savage time. 

When homes that in the woods and mountains Fajr 

Like holjr islands of a heavenljr clime, 

Bowed their meek heads before a sudden crime. 

Spoils of their ajtars naked to the stcme 

Fed greedy men with squanderings for the slTme 

Of wine and lust, while daughters of their own 

Must seek the worFd thejr left — unfriended and alonew 

VIII 

The maid whose troth was pledged but even now 
Where is she fled ? St. Audrey's feast it was 
When this sweet Audrey sealed her bridal vow 
To Chrfst and to St. Clare, the day alas f 
That saw her bride must see her widowed pass 
Out to the harsh world. Deeper grows her pafn 
When she bethinks her how her marriage Mass. 
Hastened a lover's hand, who seeks m vain 
The ruin of her home that he herself may gaiiK 
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IX 

When through these friendless cloisters rushed the rout. 
Her fawn-shy eyes had marked him as he led 
His wolfish band ; she wrapped her hood about 
Her A-ightened face and for the forest sped. 
The gate is watched and sinks her heart in dread. 
Her Saints are kind. The watcher at the gate 
Runs where the church's spoils are richly shed, 
Careful of nought save that he come not late : 
With fear-winged feet she flies into that forest great. 



Diverse the boughs' roof arched above her head 
With here and there a window-space of blue, 
Green leaves the arras, kindling gold and red. 
The carpet leaves of every dying hue. 
Through that great forest house with reverence due 
She softly steals, as one that looks to see 
At threshold of each thicket terrors new, 
Light fall her steps, she shrinks from every tree. 
As though a door that locks some unseen mystery. 
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XI 

From room to room she makes her pilgrimage 

And finds each room in ornament the same, 

Hung with that treasure of the year's old age 

A tapestry aglow with tints of flame, 

Last in an oak-tree copse of April fame 

For blue-bell wealth and earliest cuckoo's calls, 

On bed of leaves whose softness none may name 

But who has slept there, wearily she falls, 

And finds in sheltering sleep the peace of convent walls. 

XII 

Surely good Angels hung above her rest, 
Sweet Audrey, in that soft Oftober's sheen ! 
Surely ill Angels feverishly distrest 
Martin, who sought in vain her eyes serene 
Beneath each calm nun's cowl, and ached between 
Shame of his own vain deed, and sick desire ! 
But none has heard of her and none has seen, 
From cell to cell he flings with steps of fire. 
And all the sainted courts wince with his curses' ire. 
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XIII 

Wildly he rides the forest all that day, 

Calling her name, and last the village seeks 

Deep in the woods a league or less away. 

Has any seen her ? Aimlessly he wreaks 

His wrath on one poor churl that churlish speaks ; 

Straightway the poor men that the nuns had fed 

Crowd him, as sparrows with their wings and beaks 

Mobbing a hawk, and shower about his head 

Tempests of ragged stones, and leave him there for dead. 

XIV 

Surely *twas Christ and His good Angel turned 
To that same place meek Audrey*s way-worn feet. 
AH day had Christ's love in her bosom burned 
For any woodland grief her eyes could meet, 
A wounded bird to her was sister sweet. 
Stoat-followed rabbit called her not in vain, 
And now that begging bread thro' village street 
This stricken wretch cried out to her in pain, 
She bound his every gash, and washed his every stain. 
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XV 

Rough hinds she chides, and bids them seek to mend 

Their brutish work by bearing him within 

A hut hard by, and stzys herself to tend, 

And pray away his sickness and his sin. 

In fever tosses he with endless din 

Of evil curses when he knows her not. 

And dreary plaints that he her love may win 

When half he knows, she sickens of her lot ; 

Yet for Christ's sake is all forgiven and forgot. 

XVI 

Fasts she and prays, with fierce besieging might 
Straitening that devil leaguered in his soul. 
Crimson his hurts, his cheeks of withering white, 
His sleepless eyes seem each a living coal 
Of tamely passion, but with brimming bowl 
Of Christ's own pity sprinkles she the fires 
That scorch his life, and heavy though they roll 
The long days pass. Till fade his ill desires. 
And fade his wounds alike nowise her service tires. 
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XVII 

All Hallows' Eve dawns bright and mistjr feir 
Above the forest as she bids good-bye, 
Commending him to all the Saints for care. 
Sadly he speaks, and sighs a nithfiil sigh, 
** Thou art my Saint, whether I live or die. 
Seeking a Saint, I knew not what I sought^ 
Speeding to overtake I passed thee by, 
How wide I strayed from thee thy love has taught : 
Teach me the way that men most near to Saints arc 
brought. 

XVIII 

** Two years agone I gave thee worship meet, 
My happy forest comrade, and we $eemed 
To have one heart in every woodland feat; 
But in thine eyes there ever grew and gleamed 
Far wistful looks that chilled me as I dreamed. 
Now am I sure thine heart the world has fled| 
Nor may for earthy friendship be redeemed, 
Speed then my heart toward heaven, that having sped, 
Our'liearts may join once more, — to heavenly friendship 
led.'* 
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XIX 

** Brother," she said, ** brief are the lives of men : 

Our Now IS only long enough for this— 

Love to fulfil, that shall fulfil us Then 

When all is Love, and Love is only bliss, 

111 friend were I if I but helped thee miss 

His Love, who calls thee in His utter need. 

Or if that thou wouldst lead me with my kiss 

To sell my Lord, ill friend wert thou to lead. 

But in our Christ's One Cause let us be friends indeed. 

XX 

'* God speed thee in the battles of my Lord ! 

To helpless homes of God thy succour bring ! 

Be very merciful, and take the sword 

From Christ's own Hand ; accept the perishing 

Of those who take it as an holy thing 

Dear in the sight of Him who died on tree. 

For in my visions bells of ruin ring 

And toll * Not here, not here, the vidlory ! ' 

Live, die in Christ, and so be near and dear to me ! '* 
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XXI 

On Martinmas, beseeching Jesu's grace, 
Long did he kneel before the minster shrine, 
Then turned to go with rapt and steady face. 
Without was marshalled many a steel-clad line 
Where churls and gentles did in love combine 
To wear the Saviour's Wounds — the poor man's crest. 
There with wet eyes where shone her Love Divine 
Came that Poor Clare, and bound upon his breast 
The Badge of Blood that spoke of sinners' pardon blest. 

XXII 

** I wait," she sighed, ^ the issue. Shall His Love 

Give back my earthly home ? Sad dreams have shone 

Of late on me, wherein the Cross above 

Stands stead&st with the Weight that hangs thereon j 

But all our realm of England rocks upon 

Its base with earthquake. Sinful is our fold. 

Must for our sins the glorious Saints be gone ? 

And kings and squires their voided honours hold ? 

The souls' Mass go unsaid, the poor go starved and cold ? " 
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XXIII 

*^ Audrey," he said, ^ God bring thee home agaiii| 

Thee and thy Clares to home ye count so dear I 

But if it may not be, Christ's Face of Pain 

Shine sweetly on you from the poor ye cheer 

In these hard days, Christ's Face of Bliss be clear 

To you when at His Holy Mass ye kneel, 

Where pray for me — or quick or dead — that near 

Drawn unto Christ I thee most near may feel. 

Till by His Wounds' dear grace we meet in holy weal ! ** 
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THE TRAGIC MUSE 



Bright are the altars that men raise to them, — > 

Her eight blithe sisters, gay with many a bloom, 

The woodland's jewel and the garden's gem. 

Hers love I better in the yew-tree*s gloom- — 

With sallow coronals of autumn leaves, 

Where all the year the little sad brook grieves, 

And where the sod stains dark with many a vidim's doom. 

Muse of the close-set lips and still-grey eyes, 
I see those grey eyes melt in tears that blind, 
I see those quivering lips' mute agonies, 
I know thy heart is warm to human-kind^ 
Albeit with sad insistance thou dost bend 
Thy song's deep strength to one tyrannic end,— 
For all a cup of tears and Crown of death to find. 

O what were Love without that wreath of thine 
Of bruised leaves sweet and wan flow'rs wistful-eyed, 
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That wraps around his tear-stained face divine 
Pity's fond shades, when beauty's lights have died ? 
How cold and fresh to aching brows thy crown ! 
We tear them oflF our withered wreaths and brown. 
And lines of age and care with that sad garland hide! 

What had we been without thy draught so deep? 
Poor drouthy bees in autumn days that came 
To hum o'er frost-killed flowers half asleep, 
And found each core in barrenness the same ! 
Poor swallows doomed to shoreless wanderings 
With salt sad waves for thirsty beaks and wings ! 
Thou mixest in our cup calm deeps of death and feme. 

Lady, life's waste sands at thy feet are gold, 
Life's weary rains as gentle tears of God 
Gleam on thy robe so pure and white and cold. 
Roses thou hast for every grave's green sod : 
How many dead in Islands of the Blest 
Bless her that sang their short sad lives to rest, 
And crowned their famous tombs with thorns their feet 
had trod ! 
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EURYDICE 
(To Orpheus) 
For five years ? ten years ? a score of years ? 
To go to cheer your pain 
And then to slip from your side in the light 
Back into this dark again ? 
Worse htc than not to go back at all 
*Twerc thus to go back in vain I 

Worse fate for you and worse for me 
To wait for the step of the woe, 
For the coming cold to freeze my kiss 
And to parch your song from its flow ! 
Now all is to hope for and nought to dread 
'Twere better to leave it so I 

Can you ever lose me out of your song ? 

Can I ever lose you out of my love ? 

Must we put our passion back to school ? 

Must we two to lock hands wear the body's glove ? 

For my sake turn from this world beneath ! 

For you I turn from that world above ! 

c— a 
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SONG'S FOND FOLLY 

« Damon. The other day 
Pan met me« 

Clorinda. What did great Pan say ? 

Damon. Words that transcend poor sbepherd*s skill" 

Andrew MarvelL 

Here in our English land 
By the stream in the village I stand 
Hearing the song of Pan, 
God's cry in nature to Man« 

" Sing, fond fool, of your stream that goes merrily by. 
Sing how *twas loved of the wood-nymphs or ever they 

grew so shy, 
Sing how its waters heard as they sighed to the shepherds' 

song, 
Smg how when nights were short nor sundown to simrise 

long 
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Its banks with the bonfires of elves were all sweet incense 

and flame, 
Till that last and that loveliest far of the revels of 

&erieland came ; 
Sing how its ripples of silver plashed cool at the pilgrims* 

feet, 
Sing how they sundered the lovers of old from their 

ladies sweet, 
Breathing their passion across, forbidden to come more 

near. 
Is this the self-same stream with all these memories 

dear f 
Beneath yon arch of the bridge new waves ever disappear : 
At song*s fond folly laughs their down-rush fleet. 
The waves the wood-gods knew went with the wood- 
gods' feet ! 

Must you rhyme of yon village too as an endlessly living 

thing ? 
How it laughed and loved and prayed in the sunset days 

that you sing ? 
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How It filled the oak-grove here with a hushM and an 

eager band? 
Watching the flash of the steel or the torch in the 

oak-priest*s hand ? 
How it chanted its matin hymn to the red-cheeked dawn 

of the May ? 
How it dressed its pole on yon green for the long delight 

of a day ? 
How its gardens* lilies made white the feast of the Mother 

of God? 
How it shattered her meek woman*s face at the beck of 

the great man's nod ? 
How it sobbed when the black plagues came, and starved 

when the wars were red ? 
How it smiled *neath a kindly lord, and drooped to a churl 

its head ? 
At song's fond folly mocks yon death-bell dread. 
Village on village here has lived and trod, 
Flowed out from hence, and left but dust beneath the 

sod! 
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Must you sing of your English land as an endless vision 

of good 
Built as of old to-day on its rocks that have always stood ? 
Must you sing of her holiness now, and the blood-red 

cross on her breast, 
When the land that had love for that cross has long been 

laid to her rest ? 
Must you stretch for her Empire's brows the wreath of 

her patriot isle? 
Must you shower on her legions the praise of men that 

in death's sleep smile, — 
Half-naked billmen and bowmen outnumbered at ten to 

their one ? 
Must your song bid her Empire of bondmen make merry 

. to-day in the sun, 
In the fair free sun that illumined her island charter 

of old? 
Can your song hail her mother to all while some must 

starve in her cold ? 
Give her to-day's own praise. She is rich in her serfs 

and her gold. 
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To song's fond folly when your fancies run, 

Give life the praise it earns not that which dead men won ! 

Sing how the stream goes by, and the waters are ever 

new. 
Coming and ever going, attempting their toils that are 

due! 
Sing how new life follows fest on the old life that loiters 

away! 
Sing how the red-tiled roofs grow green, and the green 

ever grey ! 
Sing how the land is renewed with love and worship and 

life! 
Sing how the new grows strong and the old ever fainter 

in strife 
Till the new is the old, and the old goes hence, and 

again must be 
The birth-pains of human travail, the death-gasps when 

spirits flee I 
Sing your own songs that are quick with the pant of 

your failing breath I 
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Sing your own songs that are quick with the pity of 

coming death ! 
Sing as they come to your lips the words that the Spirit 

saith ! 
Lift up your voice, O wave, in the truth of its woe and 

its glee, 
As you follow the waves that go down to the endless 

song of the sea!" 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



90 



THE DEATH OF SAINT FRANCIS 

" He was a man overflowing with sympathy for man and 
beast, for all God's creatures, wherever or howsoever he en- 
countered them. Not only was every man his brother, but 
every animal, the sheep in the fields, the birds in the branches, 
the brother-ass on which he rode, the sister-bees which took 
refuge in his kind protection. . . . Francis withdrew him- 
self to a little cell under a beech-tree that had been erected for 
him. . . . Before this time Francis had received a warning 
from heaven that he should live only two years longer. . . . 
They heard his voice in the wood murmuring, not any eloquence 
of prayer, but those habitual words which he said day by day : 
' What art Thou, dearest Lord, my God? and what am I, a vile 
worm and worthless servant?* It was on Holy Cross Day, 
September 14, that this ecstasy reached its highest point, when, 
whilst Francis prayed, there appeared over him a great figure 
as of a seraph. . . • It . . . carried within its wings 
the form as of a beautiful man crucified, the hands and feet 
extended as on a cross, showing forth most clearly the image of 
our Lord Jesus. , . . And when this vision disappeared a 
wonderful ardour remained in his soul; and in his flesh still 
more marvellously appeared the Stigmata of the Lord Jesus 
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Christ, which the man of God carried concealed to his death, 
not willing to publish the secret of God. . . . The holy man 
was moved, and related with great fear all the course of the 
vision, and added that things had been said to him which he 
must never repeat to mortal man. ... He summoned to 
him all the brethren, and gave them his dying advice and 
blessing.*' — Lives of the Saints (Baring-Gould). 

" What art Thou, dearest Lord, and what am I 
Vile worm and worthless servant ? '' 

So I asked 
A many da)rs. One day He came Himself 
And answered me. 

Two years ago I reached 
By many weary climbs the steep hill's crown, 
Whence I might see the ending of my way. 
Through mazes thick and closely shadowed paths 
He brought me forth to summit of a hill, 
A hill up-rising clear of cliiF and tree. 
I saw the road beneath my brethren's feet 
Stretch wide and white till wrapt in dimmest blue 
Of furthest distance, but my own path (traced 
By little road-side gush of penance tears) 
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I saw diverging after two years gone 

To that cool ford my feet must tread to-day. 

" What art Thou, dearest Lord, and what am I. 
Vile worm and worthless servant?*' 

Asking still, 
After I knew the secret of my death, 
I kept the fest before the Angels' tide 
Upon Alverno. 

Thitherward we came 
Seeking to be alone with God Himself, 
His fiiultless Angels, His forgiven Saints. 
Into God's Paradise of green we came — 
Oak-glade, and beechen copse, and chestnut grove — 
Where He for &ding eyes made shelter kind. 
That shrank to face His burning blue of Heaven. 

There as we climbed to prayer our sisters flew. 
Dear little fellow-shapes of dust and love, 
As not to be forgotten in our prayers. 
As asking mention in our words to God, 
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Chirping their carols for our pilgrimage, 
Birds in soft frocks of feathers dull or bright, 
Golden-cowled wrens, and larks and sparrows brown* 

Even as I climbed, a cloud of faintness came-^ 
Two years ago a little cloud it was, 
A hand's breadth then, to-day it darkens me, 
It darkens all the world to me but God. — 

Fainting I laid me at my brother's feet. 

Strong brother oak, whose gentle hands could fan 

That cloud from me. My kind bird sisters came, 

Soft feathered Angels twittering charity ^ 

On head and arms they perched them great and small. 

Wee feathered sisters filled my grey rough cowl ; 

Ye brothers of my journey gazed in awe 

Seeing the love ye deemed in Eden lost,' — 

Forgetting how to beasts in wilderness 

Our Saviour Jesus taught that love again. 

" Dear brethren," said I, " glad must be our Lord 
To see us come to be alone with Him, 
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Since these our little sisters are so glad, 
Our little sisters whom He tells His will." 

Then did ye make us tabernacles meet 
For that wild place, of woven boughs they were, 
And mine ye set beneath the brother's shade 
Of one great beech, an Angel-tended place, 
Wherein it was my Master came to me. 

" What art Thou dearest Lord, and what am I 
Vile worm and worthless dust?" 

He answered me. 
On Holy-Cross Day to my prayer there came 
An Angel bearing in his rainbow wings 
Nailed Hands and Feet, the Image of my Lord. 

How can I tell it ? The thing is sacred, dear, 

O brothers mine, I give you all I can. 

And yet I leave you but the husk of it. 

The heart of it I selfish take away. 

How can I tell f The thing is sacred, dear, — 

Hands grew to hands, feet seemed to grow to feet, 
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His Hands to my hands, Feet of His to mine ; 
Exalted and extended on His cross, 
I seemed in one great stab of eager pain 
To feel His Heart beating within my heart. 

Brethren this thing so sacred, and so dear, 
I would that I could tell you, for it seems 
Surely a sin to give God*s poor my all. 
And yet to keep Love's purest ingot back. 
That fever-throb of His within my heart, 
That moment's gold refined in sharpest fire, 
And anguish of a crucifying world. 

'* What art Thou, dearest Lord, and what am I 
Vile worm and worthless servant ?" 

Answer came. 
I felt His Heart to beat within my heart. 
It seemed He lent His Sacred Heart to me : 
One moment did I know His wish, His work. 
As if mine own they were, and knew with them 
The worm-like weakness of my wasted life. 
My service worthless to win back His world. 
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(Sharp Sister Faintness knits dark brows at me, 
And o'er her shoulder looks sweet Sister Death, 
Holding a glass my last hour's sands run down.) 

I cannot tell the half of it, yet hear 
What rush of feeling still comes back to me, 
From that proud torture hanging on His Cross, 
From that gold rapture of His Heart in mine. 

I knew in blissful anguish what it means 

To be a part of Christ, and feel as mine 

The dark distresses of my brother limbs, 

To feel it bodily and simply true, 

To feel as mine the starving of His poor, 

To feel as mine the shadow of curse on all, 

Hard words, hard looks, and savage misery. 

And struggling deaths, unpitied and unwept. 

To feel rich brothers' sad satieties. 

The weary manner of their lives and deaths, 

That want in love, and lacking love lack all. 
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To feel the heavy sorrow of the world 
Thicken and thicken on to future hell, 
To mighty cities with their miles of streets. 
Where men seek work for days, and walk and starve, 
Freezing on river-banks on winter nights. 
And come at last to cord or stream or steel. 

The horror of the things our brothers bear ! 

It was but nought to that which after came. 

The woe of things we make our brothers bear, 

Our brothers and our sisters ! In my heart 

Christ's Heart seemed beating, and the world's whole 

sin, — 
Its crimson malice and grey negligence, — 
Rose up and blackening hid the Face of God. 

I that in Christ had tasted to the full 
The nails and knotted scourges of the world, 
Now felt the contrary and greater woe,— 
The utmost ache of God's atoning grief, — 
Their bitterness who scourge and drive the nails, 
And bring upon themselves a darker pain 
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Than any felt by scourged or crucified. 
Upon my heart gnawed, worse than sorrow of deaths- 
Sorrow of selfishness, and cursed my Cross 
With black forsaking of the Face of Love. 
My God, my God, Thou wast forsaking me ! 

I felt each brother's and each sister's greed 

As part of me, ate richly while men starved 

(My whole gorge rose and sickened at the meats), 

Dressing in silks and furs, I guessed the cold 

Of ragged chests, whose coughs rent ragged lungs j 

I knew my sisters sold to feed my lust, 

I knew my brothers poisoned, sisters pinched 

To feed and dress me cheaply with the best. 

I felt the pride of life grow ever more 

As it must grow granted a Devil here 

Schooling from worse to worst a rotting world. 

I felt hell sadden into sadder hell. 

My heart grew hard with that grim fiintiness 

To which the Devil fuses our kind dust, 
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Rents poured in from my warrens packed with whores, 
A city's drunken thirst brought revenue 
To me that slaked it. (O hard hearts of men, 
Like mill-stones hung about the Neck of Christ, 
Drowning Him in the God-forsaken deep!) 

Ah ! brothers mine, how any words are cold 

To tell the agony of being part 

Of every schism in the Crucified, 

Of feeling hand smite out at fellow hand. 

And foot spurn fellow foot, and breasts refuse 

The milk of mercy to the lips that were 

Flesh of their own flesh. The sucked and empty names 

Of " brother '* and of " sister " how they hissed. 

Hissed through the savage teeth that tore the flesh. 

Withered in mouths that kissed to endless shame. 

No sob of Love but echoing fell away 

In earthquake thunders of unthankfulness. 

Vile worm and worthless servant, how I knew 
My work, our work, as nothing in that tide 
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Of a vast world's refusal of the Cross 
Setting toward that world's appointed doom ! 

The thing is very sacred, very dear. 

Sweet Jesu, help me tell them, how my heart 

Swelled near to breaking with the Love of Thine, 

That felt it all and Loved and Loved and Loved. 

I felt the Sacred Heart within my own. 

And knew one pulse therein of purest strength. 

That drove a cry of passion to my lips, 

** Father, forgive, they know not what they do." 

Could I but tell you how that cry seemed truth — 

The truest prayer my lips had ever made — 

I had told you almost all ! It may not be. 

O Heart of Jesus, Sacred, Passionate^ 
Anguish it was, yet anguish that was bliss, 
To love them heart to heart, each selfish heart. 
To clasp them close, and pray in utter truth — • 
^ Father, forgive, they know not what they do." 
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One was the heart of him that ground the poor, 
Poor weary heart, so blinded and misled ! 
One was the heart of her that reeked in shame^ 
Poor weary heart, so blinded and misled I 
One was my heart that wasted half its years. 
And knew so little how to use the rest 
To God's sole glory, and the love of men. 
Poor weary heart, so blinded and misled ! 

But O ! that Sacred Heart rushed out to them . 
In veriest anguish and in veriest bliss, 
Demanding, craving, in sure hope of them, 
'* Father, forgive, they know not what they do." 

And O ! that Sacred Heart burnt up in Flame 
Against that harsh misleader of our world. 
And O ! I felt an awful thrill of Love 
As with one heart-beat of wild ecstasy 
I set my heel upon that Serpent's head 
In resolute anguish, watching how the hng& 
Snapped at my heel, and gored it into blood, 
My heel that'yet shall grind his head to dust. 
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Was it I that did it ? Nay, the Christ in me, 
But when I woke His Prints were in my hands, 
And in my feet, while in my side there showed 
As it were the Heart- Wound from the soldier's lance. 

Two years ago I told you naught of this, 
And now I have not told the half of it. 
My little brothers, God's own little sheep, 
Forgive my fiuling tongue, as you forgive 
My life's long failure in its love to you. 

O little brothers ! God that died on Rood 
Reveal Himself to you as then to me ! 
That ye may glory not in works of yours 
As stemming evil in the world's strong tide. 
But glory in that bitter-sweet He knew 
Of Love down-trodden, scourged, and crucified. 
Yet stronger than the Death that crucifies. 
And hopeful of the hands that crucify ! 

Look on these feet of mine, look on these hands. 
Look on this side where this vain heart may beat 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



103 

But one more hour, and see in outward sign 
The thing worth living for in this harsh world, — 
To feel our fellows* sorrows as our own, 
Achieve a Passion, and attain a Cross 
As finding there that rose-crown of our life,— 
Crown full as sweet in flow'rs as sharp in thorns,- 
Love, and of loves, the greatest love of all 
That lays a life down gladly for its friends. 
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ENVOJ 
(To AN Essex Village) 

Thatch*d street by the shining water, a speck on Earth's 

tiny star, 
Fated to dwindle away or be lost in the blur of the town ! 
Vainly the larks of your fields allured me the Muses down ! 
Vainly your red tow'r's belb invoked me the Saints from 

a&r! 
Vainest of fruits were my songs, sweetest flow'rs my 

^jien)ori<?s are I 



^^NTfp HY S. POUCAKD AND SON, 33, D*VONSHtKI( STI4(B7, 
9UK|(f 8QUAS1> LONDON, W'9* 
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